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So far, in this discussion, we have favored the hypothesis
that when the two scales, literary excellence and personal merit>
were at variance, the literary scale was the more correct, A
good man, a great man, who writes badly, cannot be quite so
good and great as he is reputed to be. There is, however, an-
other interpretation5 just as favorable to art, not quite so flat-
tering for literature. For if literature is an art, it is not the only
art. We take it for granted that personality is best expressed
through one particular artistic medium: universal geniuses like
Michelangelo and Leonardo da Vinci are infinitely rare. We do
not expect Shakespeare to be a great sculptor, and the world
smiled at the painter Ingres because he was too proud of his
modest talent on the violin. Now empire-building is an art,
too: coarse because it is gigantic, but undeniably effective. Per-
haps our captains of industry have written the true epic of
America. Perhaps Cecil Rhodes was no less a poet than if he
had written a Rhodesiad instead of founding Rhodesia. Napo-
leon himself was aware of his artistry, and it is the artist in
him that survives. His material achievements had crumbled
away before his death j but he left a style, a legend, a character.
Like the British Constitution, the Napoleonic Saga remains
unwritten, although it has been so abundantly written about:
Napoleon is both its subject and its author. It is not indifferent
to create for the popular mind a theme of undying fascination.
A military epic is not the kind of art that appeals to me; but,
while I consider it as primitive and crude, I cannot deny that
it is an artistic achievement; and it is exactly the expression of
a personality,

We have honestly explored both aspects of the problem. We
believe it is possible to accept the dictum Style is the Man,
Literature is Personality y without committing ourselves to the
proposition: Style is the Whole Man. The literary test does
operate to a very large extent. It reveals the mediocrity of
men who were apparently wise, good and strong, and who, in
very truth, were merely successful. "Oh that my enemy had
written a book!": statesmen immortalized in marble and bronze